for the fray. Cooper turned quickly and caught
her up in his arms, and with the pride and
muscle of an athlete exclaimed, " I '11 carry her
with me and heat you!" Away they flew,
Cooper with his laughing burden upon his shoul-
ders; one corner was turned, and the excited
crowd saw with surprise James Cooper with his
small rider keeping pace with the other flying
youth. Another, and the other corners were
soon passed; both sprang like race-horses near
the end of the course, but Cooper, with his little
black-eyed girl aloft and the perspiration pour-
ing down his manly brow and cheeks, was the
first to reach the mark, and amidst such cheers
and hurrahs as only pioneers can freely give,
and as freely enjoy. The fruit he had won, but
soon it was shared by all around. That little
girl, later the wife of Captain William Wilson,
often told the story of her ride on pleasant James
Cooper's shoulders.

While never a rhymester, Cooper, in his early
manhood and at rare times after, did write oc-
casional sentimental and comic verses that be-
tokened both clever imagination and other merit.
Into the Otscgo Herald printing-office a poor epi-
leptic ballad-singer came one day to ask help
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